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Crawics to maturity, wherewith being crown’d. 

Crooked cclipfes gaind his glory fight, 

And time that*gauc,doth now his gift confound. 

Time doth tjanfitxe the florith fet on youth, 

And delucs theparalek in beauties brow, 

Feedes on the rarities of natures, truth. 

And nothing ftands but for his fieeh to mow. 

And yet to times in hope, my verfc fir all ft and: 

Praifing thy worth,difp ight his cruell hand. 
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I S it thy wil,thy Imagefhould keepe open 
My heauy eielids to the weary night? 

Doft thou defire my (lumbers (bould be broken. 

While fhadowes. like to thee do mocke my fight? 

Js it thy fpirit that thou fend’d from thee 
So farre from home into my deeds to prye. 

To find out fhames and idle houres in me. 

The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie? 

©no, thy loue though much,is notfo great. 

It is my loue that keepes mine eic awake. 

Mine owne true loue that doth my red defeat, 

To plaie the watch-man euer for thy fake. 

For thee watch l,whild thou doft wake elfewhcre. 

From me farre of , with others all to neere. 
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S Inne of felfe-loue poffeffethal mine eie,. 

And all my li>ule,and al my eucry part;, 

And for this finne there is no remedie. 

It is fo grounded inward in my heart. . 

Me thinkes no face fo gratious is as mine, 

>Jo fhape fo true,no truth of fuch account. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth do define. 

As I all other in all worths furmount.. 

But when my glaflc fhewes me my felfe indeed 
Beared and chopt with tand antiquitic, 

.Mine owne felfe lone quite contrary I read 
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Sonnets. 

Selfe,fo felfe louing were iniquity, 

T’is thee(my felfe)that for my felfe I prai fe. 

Painting my age with beauty of thy daies,- 
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A Gaind my loue (hall be as I am now 

With times iniurious hand chrufht and ore-wome, 
When houres haue dreind his blood and did his brow 
With lines and wrincles.when his youthfull mornc 
Hath trauaild on to Ages deepie night. 

And all chofe beauties whereof now hes King 
Are vanifhingjOr vaniflht out of fight. 

Stealing away the treafure ofhis Spring. 

For fuch a time do I nowfortifie 
Againd confounding Ages cruell knife. 

That he (hall neuer.cut from memory 
My fweet loues beauty, though my louerslife. 

His beautie {ball in thefe blacke lines be feene, 5 
And they (hall liae , and he in them dill greenc, 
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W Hen I haue feene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proud cod of outworne buried age. 
When fometime loftie towers I fee downe rafed. 

And brafle eternall flauc to mortall rage. 

When I haue feene the hungry Ocean gaine 
Aduantage on the Kingdome of the (hoarc. 

And the nrme foile win of the watry mainc, 

Incrcafing dore with Ioffe, and Ioffe with dore. 

When I haue feene fuch interchange of date. 

Or date it felfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my loue away. 

This thought is as a death w hich cannoc choofe 
But wcepe to hauc,that which it fearcs to loofe. 
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^ Ince brafle, nor done, nor eart h, nor boundkfle kip 
^ But fad mortalluj ore-fwaies their power, 

Bz Hey? 




3LEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.4l[2]) OctaYO 


